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The Nightmare Continues 
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The ride was silent, save the general roar of the highway under the tires. It felt familiar, but not in a 


comforting, nostalgic way. 


A broken song was crackling out of the radio, the satellite connection too poor to hear much beside's Dave's 
fingers tapping on the wheel, or David shifting once in a while in the passenger seat, fiddling with the loose bit 
of bandage around his leg. 


It had been five months, to the day. A single cold, agonizing, and cruel five months that had destroyed what 
semblance of a life they had before, shattering hopes and dreams with it. In the back, some of their things 


pitched to one side as they went round a tight bend. A single glance at the man in the passenger seat had 
allowed him to see David was reminiscing about it too. Dave never forgot the stench of rotting flesh peeling 
off of bones, the sound of David sobbing in pain, the sound of that thing eating the remains of the hiker, the 
shrieks of that fucking thing as it had died, and the smell of bodily fluids bursting all over him. 


No matter how many times he could scrub his skin raw in the shower, no matter how many times he washed 
his clothes, it always remained, like something standing over his shoulder, watching and waiting for him to 


stumble. 


Dave would be doing a menial task, and then he would freeze up and feel the fear all over again, when he would 
just remember. Dave spent sleepless nights tossing and turning, tangled up in the sheets in a cool sweat 
because he swore he'd just seen the shadow across the room move. His dreams were haunted by tall forests 
with dead birds and undead things eating everyone he knew, skewering their bodies on branches like trophies. 
And then he'd wake up with a gasp, and thank whatever divine force he could think of that they had gotten 
out of it alive, and mostly unscathed. Well..if you didn't count David's leg. It took five surgeries to be able to 
use his leg again. And then there was the physical therapy.. 


All of those things to help his friend meant Dave was, quite intensely, drowning in medical bills and subsequent 
debt. He skipped meals, skimped on buying enough groceries for himself, and getting his clothes washed. He 
needed to help David do basic tasks, like get up in the morning. The cost of David's treatment just kept going 
up. He had two jobs, but it still wasn't enough. Megadeth was on hiatus, but his addiction wasn't. Dave bought 
beer to compensate for the lack of heroin and cocaine, and he chugged it when the withdrawal headaches got 
so bad he couldn't see straight. David was finally allowed back home. Dave had kept the place in the best shape 
he could, but the debt and his descent into darkness was painfully evident. David was in crutches even still, his 
injured calf muscle still stitched 


"I just wish it never happened,’ David said suddenly, breaking Dave out of his thoughts that he seemed to 


retreat into on every drive. 
"What?" he blinked a few times, glancing at his friend. 
"You know what l'm talking about. What else would | be talking about?" 


"L| don't know," Clearly, Junior's mind was in the same place. Dave rubbed his eyes and kept his focus on the 
road. David sounded upset when he said it. A year ago, Dave might have hit his arm playfully, and told him to 
stop crying and be a man. But he didn't dare do that now. David had taken everything worse, considering he 
was the one who had gotten the worst injuries out of the two of them. But also, emotionally. He knew David 
was a very calm, non confrontational guy. But what he had experienced was awful. That was another part of 
the treatment; keeping David asleep through the night. The doctor had given him sleeping pills, but David said 
he didn't like the thought of not being alert enough to defend himself if anything happened. Dave had pointed 
out he probably couldn't do anything anyway, because of his leg, a comment which cost him any honest, clear 
communication with him for a while. Even now, the traces of that argument still lingered over the car like the 


fucking rainclouds above. 


"Look on the bright side, David We only need to get out of state for the summer while | rack up some bucks, 
and then we can get Megadeth together again. |-" 


"What, you promise? Like you've promised so many things to me these last couple of months? Like you 
promised that it would get better, you promised you'd try to stay sober, or how you promised that you could 
pay the rent off? Is that what it was you promised?" David demanded. Yikes, that hurt. He gripped the steering 


wheel tightly, calculating his response carefully. 


"What the fuck was | supposed to say, David? That we were going broke and we would need to leave the joint 
to make money, that our dream band has fucking disbanded for the time being, those two junkies we had the 
audacity to call a guitarist and a drummer were off doing God knows what when | sat with you night after 
night of nightmares, treating your leg? You think | want to do this? Keep promising you endlessly so you'll have 
some damn hope?" he hissed, regretting the words as they slipped off his tongue. 


"| don't need you to give me hope," David retorted, voice low with anger. "| am a. Grown. Fucking Man" 


Dave narrowed his eyes but he didn't give the reply he had formulated. He was angry, but he wouldn't sink 
that low. '# youre such a grown man then why do you bawl like a baby when you have nightmares* he thought 
cruelly in the heat of the moment, glaring at David out of the corner of his eye. He knew how much of a blow 
it was to David's pride that he couldn't use his leg and that he had to use crutches to get everywhere, 
needing help to do simple tasks. Or the nightmares that he woke up sobbing from, clutching his pillow over his 
head to hide, like he thought he was still there and that /t would get him any second. Those nights were the 
worst, and the ones that were never spoken of. Whatever happened during the night was followed by a silent 
agreement: ‘What happens here stays here,' And Dave, no matter how angry he got, wouldn't break that 


promise. 


They stopped at a gas station that was tucked away from the road in the middle of the Rockies. It was dark, 
three out of the four pumps didn't work, and the only things they sold inside were porn mags, camping and 
hunting gear, as well as chips, and soda. He ducked out of the place and slid back into the driver's seat, glancing 
at David as he peered into the plastic bag Dave had. 


"Got you some Coke and Doritos," Dave said, handing them over as a peace offering. David nodded, opening them 
silently, and both began to eat. As Dave put the change from his purchase in his wallet, he spied that only two 
twenty bills were left and sighed heavily. Chilly winds buffeted the windows, slipping in through the gaps and 
making him shiver. The evening sky was a glowing mix of pinks, purples, and blacks as the last of the sun's 
rays faded from view. Once Dave had finished eating, he kept driving. The mountainous roads were dark, 


twisting and turning with forest surrounding them so thickly none of them could see very far ahead. 


Dave drove the speed limit (probably for once in his life) and even a little below it. It got so chilly at one point 
that he needed to turn the heater on. This, combined with the poor gas mileage of his car, was what led to 


the event of the car breaking down to transpire. The engine sputtered and gave out on a dark road, and despite 
their best wishes, the car battery also was unreliable enough to go out, cloaking them in utter darkness. Dave 


got out, and he harshly kicked the door shut. 
"PIECE OF SHIT CAR!" 


Dave had no idea how it was going to get them to their destination in this condition, the combined stress of 
everything was enough to make him nearly lose his mind right then and there in the middle of the road. Lets 
think logically, here, Dave. There are bears in these mountains, so get in the car, he coached himself as he got in. 


David peered at his watch, yawning. 


"Is Two o'clock in the morning. Let's just wait until someone comes by. Worst case scenario we need to 


hitchhike," David suggested. 
"Yeah, right. Worst case scenario." Dave set his head on the steering wheel in exasperation 
"Well, at least we know how to survive life-threatening scenarios," David suggested. 


"Let's not talk about it right now, alright?" It was Dave's turn to avoid the topic now, not wanting to 


remember. 
"Fine," 


And with that, it was quiet in their car, and Dave fell asleep with the company of his own thoughts. 


As Dave dozed, David couldn't seem to find sleep. In truth, it was because his leg was throbbing, as was his 
head. But he couldn't reach the backseat, where his pain and sleeping pills were shoved into a bag. And waking 
Dave up risked a grumpy redhead. He could handle it. He was a grown man He'd said it aloud earlier, so he 
could stick to his own word and hold out until morning. 


He'd made it until morning with worse pain. UGH, WHY DID EVERYTHING MAKE HIM THINK ABOUT IT?! He 
clutched his head and sighed, wishing it would all go away. Some people would be horrified at the thought of 
amnesia, but David half wished that it could become a reality for him, so he could be lied to by a medical 
professional for the rest of his sad litle life that would neatly fill in the gaps for him with kind and comforting 
words. But nothing could hide the cold, and ugly truth. The smell of bodies, the feeling of his leg torn apart, the 
cold of the night in the outdoors, the sound of its piercing shrieks as it closed in.. 


He shuddered uncontrollably even now, just thinking about it. It had been a dark, permanent stain left on both 
of their minds. But the worst part about it was the guilt. The camping trip had been his own idea. He'd put 


them both in danger, he'd been injured the worst by It. It was undeniably his own fault, and no one else's. His 


medical bills were the reason they were broke and driving across the country to look for places to lodge. 


It was his nightmares that kept them both up at night, and the pain that kept him unemployed. It all made him 
so incredibly guilty that in the darkness of the broken down car they wouldn't have enough money to fix, he 
let the tears come. He wasn't loud enough to wake Dave up, but he cried. If he hadn't suggested the damn 
camping trip, they would still have their dream band they'd worked so hard to promote and build up, and 
they'd still have Chris and Gar as friends. David had mentioned at some point during the trip about putting 
sand in Gar's drum kit. Now he wished that he would have, considering the unceremonious cut-off the two 
received from Chris and Gar once David's condition got worse. He wanted to call him up and tell them what sick 


addict fucks they were, but he didn't, because they were utterly lost in the Rockies. 


David checked the clock. It was two thirty. He sighed heavily, his bottom lip trembling, his vision blurred with 
tears, and tried to get some sleep with the guilt giving him a stomachache like it was actually eating away at 
him... 


Blood and Mirrors 
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The tow truck arrived at five o'clock sharp, nearly crashing into their car as it arrived. They were forced to 
evacuate the vehicle afterward, and they rode in the cab of the guy's service truck. Dave and David didn't 
speak, even when Dave saw how puffy his eyes were from crying. He held his crutches between his legs, 
resting his head against the cold scuffed metal and dozing off as the sun rose somewhere in the distance. 
Dave was shaking him awake next, helping him out of the cab and leading him to where the man had taken 
them. A shitty motel with a sign that buzzed like a swarm of demented bees. They couldn't do anything if the 


car was in the shop down the mountainous road. So, they headed inside. 


With only twenty dollars and a few items to their name, they entered the lobby that smelled sickeningly of 
lemon cleaning supplies. An overweight balding, acne-scarred man with hooded eyes shrouded in shadow from 
the poor lighting above him regarded the exhausted customers with a blank expression. 


"Hi. How much for one night?" Dave asked. The man scratched his arm, dead skin powdering his stained white 


polo shirt. 


"Twenty five bucks. There's only one bed per room, and a bathroom with a shower. Depends on which room, 
though. Some of them the shower doesn't work" the man answered, picking at his hangnails. Dave paled a little, 
the only remaining bill in his wallet sealing their fate. 


Listen man, we've fallen on some hard times lately. Could we maybe bump it down to twenty?" Dave risked. He 
felt so fucking humiliated haggling over five dollars in this shitty motel with a cockroach on the wall to the 
man's left and dirt on the desk. But they needed a place to stay. The man's blank expression evoked some form 


of rage in him rather than confusion now. 


"Look, dude, the manager says | gotta keep everyone at twenty five. No exceptions. It's five bucks, man, you 
can't pay five bucks?" the man said. Dave felt sweat forming under the collar of his shirt, his fists clenched at 
his sides, shaking a little as his knuckles turned white. Everything he had been through in these past few 
months, and fucking five dollars was going to get him to snap completely. 


"No, man, | can't pay five bucks," Dave mocked his tone, making sure to enunciate ‘man’ exactly as he had. 
David was growing nervous, doing that fidgety thing with the loose piece of rubber on his crutches. "Does it 
look like | can pay the five bucks? We have two fucking bags and no car. Please. I'll'll give you my watch." 
Dave hated how pleading he sounded, but he really didn't want to sleep outside in the wilderness with David 


injured. That would bring back too many memories, and it would probably be awful for their health. He pulled 
back his sleeve, showing the man the watch. his mom had bought it for his birthday. He could even remember 
the striped green wrapping paper she had used. She didn't have much, but she had saved up, and that 


somehow made it mean more. But now, Dave was so desperate for sleep. 


David even looked a little shocked, understanding how much the watch meant to him. He took it off, hanging it 
to the man, who's greasy fingers examined the thing carefully. He reached behind him, plucking one of the keys 
off of the hook and dropping it onto the desk without so much of a reply as he examined his new treasure. 
Dave snatched the keys, holding the door for David as they walked to the room on the small paper wrapped 
around the keyring. 211. The numbers were seriously off, but they found the room anyway. It smelled faintly of 
a public restroom, and there was a crack in the plaster ceiling directly above the bed. Dave flopped down the 
bed, met with some serious resistance from the springs, and regretted the action immediately as he settled 
his sore body into bed without so much as a shower. He drew the curtains and turned on the lamp on the 


single nightstand. The lightbulb flickered, but remained on, buzzing a little. 


He wanted a beer so badly, to numb all of his pain and his emotional torment. But he hadn't even been able to 
afford a few cans. He felt like crying as his back ached unforgivingly. 


"Dave, can you help me change my bandage?" 


Dave didn't reply, a soft snore escaping him instead. David just got the supplies out of his bag, limping to the 
bathroom using the thin wall and sitting on the top of the closed toilet seat. 


1 said Im a grown man, | might as well fucking prove it... 


As David attempted to unwrap the bandage carefully, he watched something out of the corner of his eye in 
the tub move. It was a cockroach, and a big one at that, trying to climb up the side of the tub toward him. 
David frowned in the direction of it, watching it frozen in place. The perpetually buzzing lightbulb above him 


went out, cloaking David in darkness. 
"Ugh. Dave? Can you open the door?" 
No reply, and the door did not open 


"DAVE, DUDE!" No reply once more. "Fuck this.” David got up, limping in the direction of the door, accidentally 
putting weight on his leg. Fiery pain swept through his entire leg, and a scream threatened as he slipped and 
caught himself on the sink. There was the clink of protest from the porcelain below his hands, but he steadied 
himself, trying to catch his breath. There was a sound behind him, and his eyes flicked toward the small light 
that burst to life in the blackness that pressed in all around him. There was a little girl standing behind the 
shower curtain, who couldn't have been more than eight, with a lighter clutched in one hand, the orange light 
shining up onto her face. David was rigid with terror as she smiled, a wicked little smile, and felt the hair rise 


on the back of his neck as her lighter flicked out. 


"H-hello?" he demanded, his voice trembling as badly as he was. His hands were sweaty on the sink, and his leg 
hurt. "DAVE!" He leapt toward the door, but something tripped him, and he swore he could feel hands, so many 
hands, clutching his feet. He shrieked in terror, clawing at the floor as they dragged him toward the back wall, 
where a massive, gaping chasm had opened up, only flames visible inside of it. Tears sprung free of his eyes, 
and he screamed in terror, for Dave, as the hands let go, shrinking back at the sound. The glass shattered, 
raining on him, before he scrambled for the door, opening it and tumbling out of the bathroom before his head 


struck the ground, and his entire world was in darkness. 


Dave fidgeted with the frayed end of his sleeve, his leg bouncing up and down nervously as he waited in the 
small, quiet corner of the hospital. Dave hated hospitals. He hated the stink of antiseptic in the air, and the 
beeping, and the white walls with the doctors rushing past occasionally. All he could think of, besides David, was 
the bills that they wouldn't be able to pay. The ambulance bills, the hospital bills on the work that David would 


most likely need done. 
Why couldnt | fucking hear him? Why couldnt | fucking hear something was wrong?" 


David had staggered out of the bathroom bruised, in tears, with the bathroom mirror shattered, and slammed 
his head on the ground hard enough to give himself a concussion. It had been shocking to wake up to, and most 
certainly more shocking when the police had questioned Dave about it like it was his fault. He got how it looked, 
but until David could wake up and tell them what had happened, Dave would be suspected What had happened? 


How could David have possibly done all that? It wasn't like he was conscious enough to tell the doctors on the 
way to the hospital. He had repeatedly mentioned fire, and a little girl, but that was grasping at straws. All 
Dave could so was sit here and try not to panic. He'd felt the same fear as he had when he and David had 
been lost in the forest. That same helplessness and horror. He was still trying to calm himself down, or at 
least remain calm enough to think rational thoughts and appear normal when the doctor came to get him to 


tell him when David was okay. 
It took many minutes of quiet waiting before the doctor finally came out to speak to him about David 

"Mr Mustaine, correct?" 

Yee: ein 

"Your friend Mr. Ellefson suffered a concussion, and he needed a few stitches for a small gash on his head, 
but he should be good to go by tomorrow. He was also dehydrated and a bit malnourished, so he's getting 


some fluids and food," the doctor reported, periodically checking his clipboard. "| believe that is all | can report 
To you" 


"Thank you. Can | see him now?" he asked, as politely as he could manage. The young doctor nodded. He 
reminded Dave faintly of George, the poor park ranger that had gotten tangled up in their fight with the 
monster five months back. The doctor gave him the room number and was gone, Dave ruminating on the way. 
The hospital was white, stark, blinding white, and there were beeps all throughout the facility as he walked to 
the room. It was a small hospital, and it was late, so it was mostly empty, and he couldn't decide whether that 
made him feel better or worse about the situation He finally found the room and walked in slowly, dreading 


what he may find. 


David was awake, staring out the window at the rain pattering softly on the pane. He turned to see Dave 


slowly, sighing. 
"Hey," he said unceremoniously, sounding quite disappointed in himself. 


"Hey. How are you feeling?" Dave murmured. That question could be taken many different ways, but David's 


answer encapsulated all of them. 
"Like shit" 


Dave couldn't stop the chuckle that escaped. Things had been so tense between them they barely had time to 
laugh, to feel like friends again. 


"What happened, really?" Dave asked, growing serious once more. David's smirk fell, and he sighed yet again. 


‘lm not entirely sure. | think | was hallucinating. There was this little girl with a lighter, and then this flaming 
chasm. It's all a blur," he said. "The doc said l'll be out by tomorrow, but our car is blown. We've got nowhere 
to go, Dave." He said it so hopelessly, like it was settling on him that this was what their life had become now, 
a dark, neverending hell of pain and hunger and thirst, of surviving on their own instead of living out their 


dreams in Megadeth with their ex-bandmates. 


"We'll have to walk, | guess," Dave muttered halfheartedly. It seemed things couldn't get any worse when Dave 
remembered the hospital bills that would have to be paid with the money they didn't have. David seemed even 


more upset, that same tension from the car coming back between them. 
"| fucked up, man." David whispered under his breath. 


Its not your fault David, okay?" We'll..we'll think of something." he tried. And they would need to, soon, 
considering that they were leaving in the morning, and they would probably have to hitchhike if they even 
thought about wanting to get back to civilization, to get out of these mountains. Maybe they could go home, 
maybe if Chris of Gar picked up the phone they could come get them, hundred of miles away. Maybe he was 


grasping at straws, but maybe, if he gave them a chance again.. 


They had let Dave sleep in the hospital room with David, seeing how exhausted he was, how much he cared, 
and he helped David get discharged in the morring. It was a hassle carrying both their bags and also keeping 
his walking speed slow for David with his crutches to keep up. They said not a word to each other, silently 
accepting their fate of broke hitchhikers as they walked out of the hospital and into the chilly, gloomy dawn. 
They were halfway down the road when a car pulled up beside them. Dave stood in front of David as he 


turned to the dark car, unable to make out the model in the fogginess around. 

The dark window with droplets of rain clinging to it rolled down slowly, and revealed Chris Poland, of all fucking 
people, with Gar in the passenger seat. He had the audacity. Dave half debated decking him in the face right 
there, but Chris spoke up before he could. 


"Hey guys, get in the backseat. Let's talk," 


The Huntsmen 
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"So, let me get this straight. The both of you hunt monsters for a profession, and you're choosing to reveal 
this only now, after, | don't know.. AVE FUCKING MONTHS?! All of those calls of mine you never picked up, when 
we had no money and needed you, you ignored, but only now?!" Dave howled. Chris visibly winced from the 
volume of his voice in the car, Gar sighing heavily as Dave vented. "I should fucking deck you right here, the 
both of you sons of bitches!" 


"Dave, we're taking a risk just being near you guys right now. If anyone knew about this, about us talking to 
you in general, much less telling you our true profession, we'd be in deeper shit than we're already in," Chris 


defended, looking a little nervous, like they were withholding some important bit of information. 


"We joined the society a month before your incident," Gar explained slowly. He looked better now that he had 
laid off drugs. The most shocking part of it was that the two were totally sober. They were being completely 
serious. "We found out our old dealer was a monster, and he damn near killed us. We were there at the park 
after they got you two out of there, we were inspecting the scene, and for some reason they're choosing to 
prioritize your case after all this time. We had to break away from them. It's not every day that two dudes 


with absolutely no monster hunting training survive a wendigo." 


"What the hell is a Wendigo?" David demanded. "Also, where was your little ‘society’ when we needed you?" His 


voice brimmed with poison. 


"Is called a secret society for a reason," Gar said. "We were sworn to secrecy, we didn't at first realize that 

meant cutting everyone out of our lives suddenly. We made a horrible mistake, guys..and now they're after us. 
And you. Mostly you. We aren't supposed to be spilling any of this to you, but..they were a cult. We had to get 
out of there before it got too bad," 


Dave still couldn't believe it...and yet at the same time, he absolutely could. They had faced that monster, who 
knew what else was out there? He suddenly felt very foolish for believing that creature had been the only 
monster in the whole entire world. David looked..afraid, at the very real possibility. One monster had ruined his 


whole life. If they were as frequent as Chris said... 


"Well, | don't care, | just want my life back," David declared. "| want the band back! | want to go home! | didn't 
sign up for this shit! | don't want some monster cult after me, or MONSTERS, in any way, shape, or form! | 


just want to go home!" Chris and Gar exchanged glances. 


"Junior..your life isn't going to be the same ever again. Not with that," Chris said, gesturing to his leg. "You, 
my friend, are a monster beacon. Once you're wounded by a monster, it leaves some of itself within you. Its... 
soul, | guess. Have you wondered why it's been five months and the wound never seems to heal much? Your 
leq is cursed" 

"What, like with supernatural power?" Dave snorted. Chris nodded, looking deadly serious. "So what are we 


supposed to do about it?" 


"We've got to dispel the curse. We're gonna need a some candles, chalk, pringles, and beer, and an abandoned 


warehouse," Gar said. 
"Why the pringles and beer?" David muttered. 


"Hydration and satiation," Chris replied, way too cheery for the grim situation Still, Dave was grateful they 


were in a warm car instead of out there in the rain. 


"So, this monster that we faced. You said it was called a wendigo?" Dave asked, returning the conversation to 
something helpful. Chris nodded in the front seat, Gar, as if on cue, lugging a massive old book out of a bag at 
his feet. The book was locked up with several mechanisms, the faded brown cover and browning pages making 


it a sight for sore eyes. 


"The book of monsters,” Gar said, passing it back to Dave and putting it on his lap. It was heavier than it 
looked, surprisingly. "We..we kinda stole this from them when we fled. It's got everything you need to know 
about every monster you can think of from every mythology. And much more." Gar's deft fingers unlocked 
the book, and it fell open on Dave's lap, bearing detailed and horrifying illustrations of a massive goat-like 


humanoid labeled ‘Goatman'. David peered over curiously, shuddering when he saw the monster. 
"Sweet, you're already in the Urban Legends section. Now let's flip a few pages here..” 


Gar did just that, landing on a page that made David gasp and slap a hand over his mouth. It was the same 
monster that had pursued them in the forest five months before, the same one that they had killed. Dave 
began to read, trying to avert his eyes from the picture. Gar wasn't lying when he said the book had 
everything they needed to know. It was terrifyingly accurate down to the minute details; the mimicking of 
human voices, the way its empty eyes shone occasionally silvery. David didn't look at the book, couldn't bear to 
see the image. Dave read so intensely his eyes hurt, and they arrived in the next Town over. 


They shut off the car and Gar hopped out. Dave needed to stretch his legs, deciding he'd come along, and got 
out with him, passing the book to David so he could peruse it before he had disappeared into the gas station 
with Gar. 


David stared down at the picture for a few moments before he flipped through the pages, determined to find 
out what he had faced that he sent him to the hospital. Chris leaned back in the driver's seat, yawning, and 
then fixing his gaze on David. 


| know this is a lot to take in, all the monsters," he said quietly. "I'm sorry for how things turned out. If we 
could have called before, we would have come and helped you guys sooner. We barely escaped from them as it 


iS... 


David was only half listening. He couldn't find it, anything about the little girl with the lighter and then the 
flames of hell. Frustrated, he set it aside. 


"I just..l just want to play in the band again, you know? | want to live a monster-free life. | don't understand 
why out of everyone this could have happened to, it happened to us. We're a metal band, not monster 
hunters,” David didn't realize his eyes were burning until his voice cracked, ending his sentence. Chris sighed 


heavi ly. 


"Agreed," he said. "But, hopefully it gets better. It should, now that we're gonna help you guys. We'll get back to 
California, LA probably, and we'll pretend like this never happened” 


David wanted to, he really wanted to, but he couldn't. When he closed his eyes he could still hear the swarms 
of flies, still smell the rank odor of rotting flesh. He could still hear that thing's shriek So he just nodded. When 
Dave and Gar got back they didn't say anything. The car ride was mostly uneventful, Dave and David passing 
the book between each other until it got too dark to read anything. Chris pulled into a lot at about ten, pulling 
down custom shades on all his windows to block out the light and putting something on his windshield to do the 


same. Dave and David slept, surprisingly, worry and nightmare free in the warm car that smelled like beer. 


It almost smelled like home. 


